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Afterlife 


The plane glided silently through the night. They'd been woken by an announcement from the pilot informing 
them that they'd suffered a full engine shutdown. Death was only moments away even though they could hear 
the engines desperately trying to fire. 


Clinging to one another like scared children, they each stared into the other's eyes. If now wasn't the time to 


say something then when would be? 


Dave took a deep, shuddering breath, hands clinging to the blond. The terror ran through him, red hot and 


cloying. His heart hammered against his chest, threatening to give up at any moment. "| love you." 

Again they heard the click as the engines tried to turn over. Again nothing happened. Taylor looked at him and 
then out of the window. Beyond that pane of plastic, strobes flashed on the plane's wings, lighting up their fate. 
Beneath his fingers, he felt the drummer shiver. Arms slid further around Dave's neck, holding him close. 


"Love you, too," Taylor replied. 


Their hands gently stroked the other's back, desperately trying to bring comfort in a moment of distress. 


"You know | love you more than a friend, right?" he asked. 


Taylor nodded against his neck and Dave was sure he could feel a warm dampness against his skin. Tears? He 


was fighting back his own, his breath rattling from his chest. 

"An you love me like that, right?" 

Again, the blond nodded. Swallowing against the lump in his throat, Dave let the first tears slide from his eyes. 
The plane shook as the engines again tried to engage. He heard himself whine quietly. They were somewhere 
over the sea, miles from any land. 

"| wish I'd said somethin’ sooner," Dave murmured. 


"Me too," came the mumbled reply. 


Holding Taylor close, he closed his eyes. In his mind's eye, his life played out. Everything from beginning to end, 
it was all there. The pain, the happiness, the sadness, and the rejoicing. All were laid out for him to watch. 


"| don't wanna die," he said, voice becoming tight. 

Taylor's arms tightened around his waist. "Me neither." 

"l'm scared." 

"Me too." 

"Don't let me go." 

If Taylor could have held him any tighter, he would have. Their arms ached, fingers digging into the other's rib. 
Soft lips kissed his neck and, through his tears, Dave cupped the other man's face and kissed him. For the 
first, and last, time he covered the drummer's face with kisses. Soft at first, they quickly became insistent as 
hands grabbed at one another. Their quiet moans and sobs filled the darkened cabin as they desperately tried 
to chase away the thoughts of what law beyond death. 


Did anything lie beyond death? 


Dave hoped so. He didn't care what he did or didn't believe in He just hoped that they'd be reunited in another 
life so that they could make up for all the time they'd lost. 


Hands gripped his face and a warm tongue gently pressed against his lips. Giving in, he welcomed the kiss, 
welcomed everything that it brought, even if it was only for a few moments. 


Again the plane shook and, from beside them, there was a roar. Jumping, they pulled away and stared out into 
the darkness. A stream of light coloured fumes could be seen coming from the engine. The plane jolted for a 


second time and there was another roar. From across the plane, a cheer went up. 


The PA crackled into life. "Ladies and gentlemen," the pilot sounded stressed and tired. "As you've probably 


noticed, we now have both engines working. We will be landing at the closest airport-" 


The rest of the announcement was lost as he turned to Taylor. A sudden wave of panic washed over him. 


"Everything you said?" 
Taylor gave him a small smile. "Meant all of it. An’ you?" 


He felt his heart wrench and he pulled the drummer in for another kiss. "The same." 


